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Snake Charmer 


Author's Notes: 
Wrote this for a friend\'s birthday. 


There are few things sadder than being awake when you don't want to be. 


It was Ed's third night running, and he wasn't sure why he hadn't managed to throw himself out a window, or 
shoot himself in the face, or at least put a foot through the television set. It was doubly depressing because 

he knew he ought to be able to find something to do; he was a rockstar after all. Chicks, booze, drugs, all that 
jazz. He just. didn't like it much. 


So it was television. It had been for the past two nights and it would be again tonight, as much as he didn't 
want it to be. He'd even gone and picked up a book from the hotel gift shop, but the type wavered in front of 
his eyes, and the book was awful besides. It was one of those crime thrillers that were supposed to be edgy 
and intense and instead it had turned out to be a thinly disguised excuse for the female lead to sleep with a 
parade of muscular, hairy men who may or may not have been crazed murderers. It was all too sordid for Ed, 


so he was watching / Love Lucy again and mulling over the fact that he definitely did not love Lucy and what's 


more, if he had been Ricky he would have whipped off a shoe and hit her in the head with it. 


The longer he watched, though, the more greasy he felt. He'd noticed it last night, too, it seemed like the black 
and white shows of yore contained a subliminal suggestion to his body, ordering it to produce filth at an 
elevated rate. The first night, it had been a revelation and he'd stared at the ceiling and thought about it and 
almost cried over the depths to which he had descended. The second night, it had pissed him off to the point 
that he'd actually called Dan's cell phone with a rant prepared. Thank god Dan had the presence of mind to turn 
his phone off, otherwise he and Ed might not be on speaking terms anymore. 


Tonight, he got up from the couch and shuffled into the bathroom. Weary resignation seemed to be all he 
could muster, and no wonder because he hadn't had any significant amount of sleep in much too long. He flicked 
on the tap and sat on the toilet and stared as the water cascaded from the faucet. It was a bit mesmerizing 
and a couple of times he caught himself swaying forward. He felt a little like a snake, flopping up out of a 
basket because some beautiful music was playing, only to find out that it was some cunt with a dishrag on his 
head and a bunch of gawping people. And wasn't that just like life, really? 


Eyes still glued to the running water, Ed dug his cell out of his pocket and punched up Dan's number. There 
was a mechanical buzzing in his ear, and he waited patiently for the voice mail to kick in. He wasn't actually 
sure he wanted to leave a message; some part of him was still rational enough to understand that while it 
made perfect sense to him, it might be less of a revelation to someone not teetering on the border of 


exhaustion. 
"Hello?" 


Ed pulled the phone away from his ear and gawped at it stupidly for a few seconds. Dan was still awake? And 
then he felt obscurely embarrassed because of course Dan was still awake. Dan was probably out on a date 
and he'd just interrupted because he couldn't keep his stupid weird ideas to himself. He could hear Dan shouting 
‘hello’ at him, so he lifted the phone to his ear. 


"Hi," he said, in a very small voice. 


"Ed!" Dan sounded relieved, but Ed didn't figure it would last long. "God, are you okay? You didn't say anything 
at first, and it's so late." 


"Yeah, about that" Ed shuffled his feet against the bathroom tile and bit his lip. "I didn't think you would 
answer, and | was just calling to listen to your voice mail message, really, because | can't sleep and | was 
watching the tap." There was a long silence and Ed flushed crimson. "I'm gonna go now. This just got 


excruciatingly embarrassing.’ 


He ended the call without letting Dan say anything else, then turned off the phone and balanced it carefully on 
the back of the toilet tank. He wished he was drunk or high or something. At least then he'd have an excuse 
for his wretched, bizarre behavior. He stared morosely at the faucet for another five minutes, then realized 


that if he didn't get in soon all the hot water would run out. 


The shower head was a bit dodgy, and Ed ended up sprayed in the eye two seconds after stepping in and pulling 
the door closed. Reflexively, he tipped his head back and took another spray of water straight up his left 
nostril. He should have expected it, considering the night he was having, but it all caught him very much by 
surprise and he stumbled back, bashing his elbow against the frosted glass of the shower door and sitting 
down heavily in the middle of the tub. It was a defensive maneuver that ended up causing more problems than 


it solved; now there was water bashing down onto the top of his head and running unchecked into his eyes. 


It was around that point that Ed just gave up. He was too tired to care anymore what happened to him, and if 
he drowned in the shower because he couldn't figure out a way to stand where he wasn't ingesting seventy- 
five percent of what came out of the nozzle, then he probably deserved it. He'd heard that domestic turkeys 
had to be kept inside during rainstorms because they stared up at the rain and drowned themselves. His 
inability to function in the shower wasn't quite that pathetic, but it was considerably more depressing if only 
because his brain was quite a bit larger than a pea and therefore shouldn't even be experiencing this 


breakdown in comprehension 


He had no idea how long he sat in the bottom of the shower like that, hair plastered to his forehead, shoulders 
slumped in defeat. In his haze of exhausted misery, it almost felt like someone had stolen all his clothes and 
thrown him out into the rain except because the water was warm it was some sort of radioactive rain that 
felt pleasant at first but would give him hideous lesions if he sat out in it for too long. It was all rather like a 


death metal song, except without sacrificing virgin goats to Satan, or whatever it was those guys did. 


He was deep in contemplation over the logistics of building a throne out of skulls - it seemed extremely 
uncomfortable and possibly smelly and they weren't really even that intimidating anyway as they tended just 
to look like a bunch of Halloween candles all piled up - when an out of place noise interrupted the arrhythmic 
cadence of the shower. It was a chirpy voice. A woman's voice. His first instinct was to cover his crotch, which 


he did with alacrity, hauling himself to his feet and swallowing to dislodge his heart from his throat. 


"You have five new messages!" the woman chirped. Ed gawped stupidly at the glass shower door for a moment, 
slowly registering that there was someone else in the bathroom. A light blur on top of a larger, elongated dark 
blur. Which, be fair, could have been any number of people and Ed was more than half convinced that some 
kind of strange death metal mafia had come to torture him for questioning their methods. Maybe it didn't 
make much sense, but neither did they and he'd been watching / Love Lucy for six hours straight, three nights 


running so he could be forgiven a certain amount of paranoid hallucinating. 

"I tried to call you back." 

"Dan?" Cautiously, Ed pulled the door aside and poked his sodden head out. Dan was sitting sideways on the 
toilet, legs crossed primly, holding up Ed's cell phone. He looked like he'd just come from a party. His suit jacket 
glittered subtly and a careful line of black ringed both his eyes. Suddenly Ed felt very sheepish and very, very 


naked. "You didn't have to come over." 


‘| was worried. You sounded kind of. off." Dan smiled, recrossed his legs. Ed had a thought. 


"How'd you get in here?" 


"You have very nice cleaning ladies on this floor." Dan looked deeply amused and Ed had to struggle not to 
scowl. "They were eager to help when they heard how I'd tragically lost my key at a charity fundraiser for 
the kiddies." 


"That's not funny," Ed answered, perhaps a bit more sharply than he'd intended. Dan actually recoiled a little 


and arched a questioning eyebrow. "Where were you really?" 


"Well, officer-" Dan began, but a sharp glare from Ed cut off his joke before it'd even had time to form 
properly. He sighed and started over, a touch of asperity in his voice now. "If you must know, Justin was 
throwing a party to celebrate some holiday that he arbitrarily made up at breakfast. | would have asked you 
along, but you looked a bit washed out so | was just going to let you sleep.” 


"Oh." Ed was still for a moment, then he slid the door closed again and turned his face up to the water. This 
time, he didn't get any up his nose. "Was it a good party?" 


"Kind of boring, actually," Dan confessed. "There were lots of people and lots of music and talking and little 
snacky foods that you barely have to chew because they're so fucking small" The smell of cigarette smoke 
filled the bathroom and Ed smiled a little. "I don't know. There was a whole lot going on and absolutely nothing 
to do. Bloody awful." 


"So you came to hang out with the recluse?" he chided gently. Dan rapped on the glass as a sort of reprimand 
and Ed laughed. "I'm okay, really. | just haven't been sleeping well lately and | guess | got a bit addled" Dan's 
presence, the smell of his cigarettes, the sound of his voice, the slender ghostly shadow that he became when 
viewed through the glass, all seemed to soothe Ed's feverish mind. He could feel his eyelids drooping already. 


"You okay? We could get you some of that cold medicine that knocks out elephants," Dan offered. 


"Tried it" Ed scrubbed half-heartedly at his hair and shifted a little, leaning back against cold tile. "Its not that 
kind of can't sleep. It's." He paused, trying to sort out his explanation "I try to sleep and then | start worrying 
about things. The first night, it was tour stuff and then the second night it was money stuff and then tonight 
| was worrying about how | worried too much and couldn't sleep, and you know when you think about sleeping, 


you just can't ever do it.” 


He trailed off, suddenly self-conscious about how much he'd been rambling. This was probably worse than the 
party, however boring that had been. At least Dan hadn't had to listen to monologues on the trouble with 
trying to fall asleep. Ed felt like he'd somehow ruined Dan's night, although Dan didn't seem to think so. But Dan 


always was a sweet guy, very generous, always ready to put his friends first. 


"Don't freak out, okay?" Ed frowned and looked up. On the other side of the glass, Dan was moving around the 
bathroom. Ed couldn't quite tell what he was doing, but it almost seemed like a dance. He watched avidly. "l'm 


gonna do you a little favor, but you have to promise not to hate me for it” 


Ed didn't answer. He couldn't quite comprehend what Dan was talking about, unless he meant to grab the top 
off the cistern and bash Ed in the face with it until he blacked out. Frowning, he scratched the back of his 
neck and shuffled away from the shower spray. It was starting to cool and he hadn't the energy to reach 


down and crank up the hot water. 
The shower door slid open. 


"Quit!" Ed scrabbled for the door, laughing and scowling at the same time. "You're letting all the steam out!" 
There was a bright crimson in his cheeks, and his heart fluttered against his ribcage like a trapped bird, but 
there was no real reason for it. Dan had seen him naked plenty of times before. They'd even shared a shower 
once or twice in the past, although they'd both been quite drunk and had needed the moral and physical 
support. 


"Don't worry," Dan replied There was a queer little grin on his face, one that only showed the tips of his 
canines. Ed shivered. "You won't get cold" And then he stepped into the shower. 


It wasn't a big deal. Of course it wasn't. He just had to keep telling himself that, just had to keep his cool. Dan 
was just trying to help him out. He knew how tired Ed was, so maybe he was climbing in to make sure he 
didn't fall down, or forget to rinse his hair. But looking at the expression on Dan's face, he really had to wonder. 
Dan's eyes glittered, and the way the water washed his eyeliner down his pale cheeks and stuck blonde ringlets 
to his face made him look like the sort of angel you might find in a seedy bathhouse. 


Dan reached out and Ed balked a little at his touch. He'd only seen Deliverance once, but he still got a tight, 
sick feeling in his stomach when he thought about that one scene, and the way Dan's fingers were trailing 
down his arms was giving him that same twisty feeling. Dan made soft shushing noises and rubbed with his 
palms, and Ed squeaked very quietly. 


‘I'm not gonna hurt you, Ed," Dan chided, leaning in and pressing his forehead against Ed's. "Calm down." Ed took 
a few shaky breaths and nodded his head slowly. Dan wouldn't hurt him. Dan was his friend. He loved Dan, 
trusted him, and he was just overreacting because he was exhausted. He closed his eyes and stood very still 
and the nervous tension drained out of him. The fluttering in his gut remained, but now he had the presence 
of mind to realize that it wasn't the same creeping horror that he associated with crazed rednecks. It was 


more of an anticipatory nervousness. 


"I know." His voice sounded squeaky, and he made a face as Dan spun him around and pulled him close. Ed 
tensed for a second, then forced himself to relax again, his back to Dan's chest, his head snugged under Dan's 
chin. "This is weird." 


"No, it isn't" Dan's hands smoothed down his chest and Ed squirmed in pained embarrassment. Suddenly, it 
didn't seem to matter than Dan had seen him naked before. Dan had never seen him like this before, and he 


felt pasty and chunky and hairy in all the wrong places. It was like the first time he'd ever had sex. Ed barely 


had time to contemplate the horror of that comparison when Dan's hands skated lower and rough calluses 


brushed his prick. 


Ed was proud that he didn't squeak, but he couldn't stop himself trembling and mewling low in his throat. Dan's 
fingers skimmed up and down his shaft, circling and teasing, and all he could do was gasp and shake his head, 

first ‘no' and then ‘yes', more and more frantically until Dan's hands drew away and he was left with an aching 
erection and a stuttering heart. The absence of stimulation seemed to stretch for an age, and Ed whined low in 


his throat, pushing his hips forward. 


"What, Ed?" Dan's voice was smooth and soft and deliciously suggestive. His breath tickled Ed's ear, and Ed 


squeaked as an excited chill crawled down his spine. "What do you want?" 


"I. what?" Ed was embarrassed by his response, and it felt like his entire body went blotchy pink. It was like 
Dan was reading the script for a porno and he was reading the script for one of those crap situational 


comedies. "| mean" 


Dan laughed and kissed Ed's neck, lips working slowly against slick skin, with just a little flash of teeth to tease 
another squeal out of Ed. His hands slid low again, pressing against Ed's hipbones with firm, eager warmth. Ed 
caught himself pushing back, arching his spine and trying to force more contact with those teasing, magic 


hands. Dan purred and bit him softly on the shoulder. 


‘Let's try that again," he whispered. Ed could only nod and shake and wish that Dan would move his fucking 
hands just a little bit inward. "What do you want, Ed?" 


"More," Ed gasped. His voice strangled in his throat, but he managed to get the word out. His own vehemence 
surprised him, but it seemed to please Dan because his fingers splayed out, reaching for the base of Ed's 
prick with a lazy confidence. "Please!" 


"Ooh, please." Dan laughed, buried his face in Ed's sopping hair, and for the first time Ed felt the tremble in 
Dan's body. It made Ed feel slightly less idiotic and inexperienced but he didn't have time to mull this over. Both 
of Dan's hands circled his prick and he cried out sharply, reaching down and digging his nails hard into Dan's 


wrists. "Mm, good." Dan kissed his ear and moaned low. "Feels good when you do that.” 


As Dan began to stroke his prick, fingers fluttering and squeezing gently, fiery sparks flooded out from Ed's 
hips, racing up and down his spine and ending back where they'd started from. It felt like his whole body was 
glowing and tingling with sensation, and his breath came in sharp little gasps that drew in almost as much 
water as they did air. One of his arms curved back, wrapping tight around Dan's neck, pulling his head down, 
and Dan laughed at the gesture, lips grazing up and down Ed's jawline. 


Dan shifted slightly, turning so that his lips rested against the shell of Ed's ear. His fingers moved faster, both 
hands working, and Ed had never felt anything so fucking amazing in his life. It was like every wet dream he'd 
ever had and then some, and he wondered vaguely why, if this was so good, they'd never done it before. It was 


like music, like Dan was using his body as an instrument. He trembled on the brink of ecstasy, and with a 


rumbling purr, Dan's voice ghosted into his ear. 
"Very. Good. Boy." 


Ed's orgasm surprised a scream out of him it was so sudden. Why those words should set him off he had no 
earthly idea, but the way Dan had uttered them, that little growl in his voice, and the flush of pride that had 
accompanied them. His body snapped forward, twisting and writhing against Dan's arms, and it seemed as 

though every useless thought he'd had for the past three days poured out of him as he spent himself across 


Dan's wrists. 


Shuddering, the last shocks of his climax still shivering his muscles, Ed slumped back against Dan's chest and 
whimpered. Dan nuzzled him behind the ear, and they stood like that for a minute until Dan patted him gently 
on the hip. He didn't have to say anything; Ed understood that it was time to move. Groaning, he dragged 
himself out of the shower, cheeks flushing bright red in humiliation. Now that it was all over, and the pleasure 


was receding, all he could think about was how Dan must hate him now. 


Swallowing hard, he turned to apologize for being such a loser and froze. Dan was leaning over to turn off the 
shower, and as he bent to reach the knobs, he lifted his hand to his mouth and delicately licked some of Ed's 
come off the back of his wrist. Suddenly, Ed was very tired and he sat down on the toilet with a thump and a 


whimper. 


"Feel like you can sleep now?" Dan asked, grabbing towels for both of them. Ed nodded as he rubbed himself 
dry, and was surprised to find that it wasn't a lie. His eyelids drooped dramatically and he felt like he might 
sway right off the toilet and fall asleep on the bathroom floor. "Good." 


"That was weird," Ed murmured. He felt like he was happily stoned, but even in his haze of sleepiness, he 


noticed Dan's stricken expression. "Not like that! Not because! | mean! You know!" 


"Haven't you ever had a hand job in the shower before?" Dan relaxed a little, a faint smile creeping back onto 
his features. "Or was that your first?" Ed thought briefly about a girl he'd dated years ago. She'd jerked him 


off in the shower, but she'd also had an arm like a hydraulic piston and he'd come mostly out of self-defense. 


"That was my first." Dan beamed and helped him up, leading him into the bedroom. Ed stared at the bed and 
had to resist the urge to embrace it and weep. He was actually going to get to sleep tonight! Dan had cured 
him, charmed the insomnia right out of him. Moaning, he flopped onto the mattress and closed his eyes. 
Laughing, Dan pulled the covers up around him and kissed his forehead. 


"Goodnight, Ed." 


"Goodnight." He patted Dan clumsily on the cheek and sighed. "You can watch TV if you want before you come 
to bed." He missed the surprised expression on Dan's face; he'd just sort of taken it for granted that Dan was 
going to be spending the night. That was how things went. If he wanted to bolt before Ed woke up, that was 
fine. As long as Ed had a warm body to cuddle, he would be fine. 


"| might do," Dan answered, dazed. Ed heard him shuffle off into the lounge and then he was gone, rocked the 
rest of the way into sleep by the theme song to / Love Lucy. 


